HEARTBREAK HOUSE

dinner. I think youll like it. The truth is, I made it up for you, and
was looking forward to the pleasure of telling it to you. But in a
moment of impatience at being turned out of the room, I threw
it away on your father.

ELLIE [turning at bay with her back to the carpenter's bench,
scornfully self-possessed] It was not thrown away. He believes it.
I should not have believed it.

MAZZINI [benevolently} Ellie is very naughty, Mr Hushabye. Of
course she does not really think that. [He goes to the. bookshelves?
and inspects the titles of the volumes].

Boss Mangan comes in from the hall, followed by the Captain.
Mangan, carefully frock-coated as for church or for a directors*
meeting, is about fifty'five, with a careworn, mistrustful expression,
standing a little on an entirely imaginary dignity, with a dull com-
plexion, straight, lustreless hair, and features so entirely common-
place that it is impossible to describe them.

CAPTAIN SHOTOVER [to Mrs Hushabye, introducing the new-
comer] Says his name Is Mangan. Not ablebodied.

MRS HUSHABYE [graciously] How do you do, Mr Mangan?

MANGAN [shaking hands] Very pleased.

CAPTAIN SHOTOVER. Dunn's lost his muscle, but recovered his
nerve. Men seldom do after three attacks of delirium tremens [he
goes into the pantry],

MRS HUSHABYE. I congratulate you, Mr Dunn.

MAZZINI \da\ed\ I am a lifelong teetotaler.

MRS HUSHABYE. You will find it far less trouble to let papa have
his own way than try to explain.

MAZZINI. But three attacks of delirium tremens, really!

MRS HUSHABYE [to Mangan] Do you know my husband, Mr
Mangan [she indicates Hector].

MANGAN [going to Hector, who meets him with outstretched hand]
Very pleased. [Turning to Ellie] I hope, Miss Ellie, you have not
found the journey down too fatiguing. [They shake hands].

MRS HUSHABYE. Hector: shew Mr Dunn his room.

HECTOR, Certainly. Come along, Mr Dunn. [He takes Ma^ini
out].